wittedness which impresses shopgirls and waitresses,
and I drew a reflected glory from it. I noticed that his
face, which might have looked heavy if it had been still,
never could look heavy because it never was still. There
was something whimsical about it; you could never tell
what he was going to do next, only that it would be
done in a hurry. He had a habit of drumming on the
table when he was thinking. I suddenly saw that he
looked much more like a professional pianist than a
salesman. I still met Alec at the week-ends, and as T
looked at the unpredictable jumping little man I
thought of his lazy correctitude, his automatic doffing
of his hat at the Cenotaph, his gestures one could al-
ways rely on to be the accepted ones. By comparison
with Victor, he seemed flat and tasteless now. However
tired I was, Victor made the work seem a great game,
He treated me paternally in an impersonal, professional
way. Within a few days I had resolved that I would
make him treat me protectively, not because I was an
employee, but because I was I.
Though we were on the company's books as sales-
ladies, I was at first only a canvasser. My duty was to
interview reluctant housewives and arrange as many
"dems" as possible for the salesman who came round on
my trail demonstrating and selling the water-softener.
I had been primed at the course with the necessary
technique for getting past the servants, who, if they
were well trained, were as expert at rejecting canvassers
as they were at fobbing off confidence men, "beggars,
hawkers and housebreakers. More firmly imprinted on
my mind than the ten commandments were the in-
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